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I muse upon the margin of the sea9
Our common pathway to the new To Be,
Watching the sails, that lessen more and more,
Of good and beautiful embarked before ;
With bits of wi'eck I patch the boat shall bear
Me to that unexhausted Otherwhere,
Whose friendly-peopled shore I sometimes sees
By soft mirage uplifted, beckon me.
Nor sadly hear, as lower sinks the sun,
My moorings to the past snap one by one*